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Why  not  trade  in  your  old 

typewriter   on   a   new   one? 

LIBERAL  ALLOWANCE 


DOWN 


UNDERWOOD  PORTABLE 

See  Them  Now  at  "The  Typewriter  Exchange' 
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SHELTON  SQUARES 


"MEN 
SMOKE  PIPES" 


WHEN  YOU  HAVE 

Your  Tennis  Racket  Restrung 
Remember  "The  Co-Op" 


Rackets  Restrung  on  our 
Autonnatic  Equal  Tension  Restring  Machine 

NORTHWESTERN 
STUDENT  CO  "OP  ASS'N. 

Orrington  Hotel  Building        GREenleaf  2600 


STUDENT  AID 

Beggar — Have    you    got   enough    money    for    a    cup    o' 
iffee? 
S+udent — Oh.   I'll   manage  somehow,  thank  you. 

• — Punch  Bowl 

Girls  without  principles  draw  interest. — Humbug. 


He  (asking  a  riddle):  "Why  is  it  you  have  so  many  boy 
friends?" 

She:  "I  give  up." 

— Lehigh  Burr 


A  kiss  is  a  noun,  though  often  used  as  a  conjunction.  It 
is  never  declined — it  is  more  common  than  proper  and 
is  used  in  the  plural  and  agrees  with  all  genders. 

—Red  Cat 


Motherly  Old  Lady:  "You  don't  chew  tobacco,  do  you, 
my  little  man?" 

Sonny  Boy:  "No  ma'am,  but  I  can  give  you  a  cigarette." 

— Exchange 

CYNIC 

Love  is  the  delusion  that  one  girl  differs  from   another. 

— Log 


LIFE  OF  A  JOKE 

Birth:  A  freshman  thinks  it  up  and  chuckles  with  glee,  wak- 
ing up  two  fraternity  men  in  the  back  row. 

Age  5  minutes:  Freshman  tells  it  to  senior,  who  answers: 
"Yeah,  it's  funny,  but  I've  heard  it  before." 

Age  I  day:  Senior  turns  it  in  to  the  campus  humor  rag 
as  his  own. 

Age  2  days:  Editor  thinks  It's  terrible. 

Age  10  days:  Editor  has  to  fill  magazine,  prints  joke. 

Age  I   month:  Thirteen  College  Comics  reprint  joke. 

Age  3  years:  Annapolis  Log  reprints  joke  as  original. 

Age  5  years:  Thirteen  College  Comics  reprint  joke,  cred- 
iting It  to  Log. 

Age  10  years:  76  radio  comedians  discover  joke  simul- 
taneously, tell  it,  accompanied  by  howls  of  mirth  from  the 
boys  in  the  orchestra.  ($5  a  howl.) 

Age  20  years:  Joke  Is  printed  In  Literary  Digest. 

Age   100  years:  Professors  start  telling  joke  in  class. 
— Arizona  Kitty  Kat 
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Theta  Xi  Formal 
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Michigan  and  Congress 
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WITH 
JOHN   FULLER 

Joseph  Urban  Room 

Tuesday-Saturday,  March  19-23 

• 

George  Deveron 

WAA-MU  Show  "Good  News" 

No  Cover 

FRIDAY,  MARCH  29 

THE  BISMARCK 

Phi  Delta  Theta  Informal 

Randolph  and  La  Salle 
Walnut  Room 

SATURDAY,  MARCH  30 

Delta  Gamma  Night  Club 

AFTER  DATE 

Leonard  Keller 

$  1 .50  minimum,  Sat. 

Waa-Mu  Show  Party 
WEDNESDAY,  APRIL  3 

COOLEY'S  CUPBOARD 

Orrington  Avenue 

Glee-Club  Concert  Dance 

Chicago  Avenue 

THE  STEVENS 

Michigan  and  Seventh 
Continental  Room 
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Senior  Ball 
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Keith  Beecher 

SATURDAY,  APRIL  13 

No  Man's  Land 

$1.50  minimum,  Sat. 

Independent  Council  Dance 

HOTEL  SHERMAN 

WEDNESDAY,  APRIL  17 

Easter  Vacation  Begins 

THE  HUT 

724  Clark 

College  Inn 
Art  Jarre+t 

TUESDAY,  APRIL  23 

PICCANINNY  BARBECUE 

$  1 .50  minimum 

Classes  Resume 

1618  Chicago  Avenue 
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•  The  amazing  thing  is  that  we  go  to  press  at  all!  For  the  first  time  in  our 
life  we've  dipped  our  hands  into  the  immense  and  mysterious  job  of  editing  a 
college  humor  magazine,  and  we've  got  one  thing  out  of  it — a  sincere  sympathy 
for  Dave  Lott,  and  every  other  sucker  that  ever  tried  to  put  out  a  school  pub- 
lication. We  now  understand  how  "America's  smai-test  college  magazine"  is 
manufactured,  with  criticism,  for  encouragement,  and  enough  money  in  the 
bank  to  publish  twenty-eight  blank   pages! 

We've  tried  to  do  one  thing  in  this  issue,  and  that  is  to  define  the  PURPLE 
PARROT.  Vv^e  feel  that  it  has  always  given  more  or  less  of  a  characterless  im- 
pression. No  one,  not  even  the  PARROT  itself,  seemed  to  know  if  it  were  a 
raw-rav/  humor  magazine,  a  SIDE  ShIOW  to  air  student  opinion,  or  a  campus 
collection  of  poetry  and  prose. 

This  year  we  feel  tha-f-  it  has  taken  its  first  big  step  towards  improvement. 
Dave  Lott  has  attempted  to  make  it  definitely  more  than  an  off-color  joke  book 
that  wasn't  even  off-color  by  the  time  it  had  been  censored,  hie  has  tried  to 
make  the  PARROT  worthy  of  the  campus  support  it  has  had  this  year. 

In  this  issue,  we  are  going  a  step  further.  Our  first  thought  was  to  try  to 
improve  the  appearance  by  changing  the  style  of  the  cover,  eliminating  color 
in  the  body  of  the  magazine,  introducing  a  conservative  and  uniform  make-up 
throughout,  and  adding  cartoons.  We  feel  that  the  PARROT,  to  satisfy  its 
public,  must  retain  a  vestige  of  humor.  We  hope  in  the  future  to  give  you 
more  and  better  jokes  and  cartoons.  We  feel  that  you  will  always  demand  a 
column  of  campus  gossip,  which  appears  this  month  under  the  name  of  EXPOSE. 
Certainly  there  should  be  articles  that  pertain  to  college  life.  They  may  be  of 
political  parties  or  local  attitudes,  but  they  must  be  of  common  interest,  in- 
telligent, and  if  possible,  humorous — which  means  that  the  theme  of  a  modern 
college  humor  magazine  should  be  satire.  YOU  SOPHISTICATES,  two  opposing 
views,  presented  anonymously  by  the  Ambassadors  and  the  Diplomat,  are  in 
a  satirical  vein.  Short  stories,  generally  speaking,  should  be  humorous,  or  at 
least  clever.  NUMBER,  PLEASE,  in  this  issue  is  more  truth  than  poetry,  and 
humorous  if  you're  in  the  habit  of  calling  sororities.  Anything  by  Tom  Carmody 
Is  good,  if  not  humorous,  so  this  month  we  present  RETURN. 

Realizing  that  the  greatest  deficiency  of  the  PARROT  Is  in  the  caliber  of 
its  editorial  copy,  we  make  the  following  proposition  to  the  students  of  North- 
western University:  As  soon  as  you  become  enough  Interested  in  the  PARROT 
to  tell  us  what  you  want,  and  hand  In  to  us  what  you  think,  we  will  put  out 
"America's  smartest  college  magazine"  that  will  live  up  to  Dave  Loft's  too-bold 
asserllon.  Until  then,  we  are  powerless.  We've  improved  the  appearance  of 
the  magazine,  we  hope,  and  intend  to  Improve  it  more.  We  have  given  up  wait- 
ing for  editorial  matter  to  come  in,  and  are  going  out  to  get  it.  If  you  approve 
of  the  new  style,  and  voice  your  opinion,  we  will  give  It  to  you.  What  more  can 
we  do?  To  colleges  all  over  the  country,  PURPLE  PARROT  expresses  North- 
western University.    What  that  really  Is,  Is  entirely  up  to  you. 

GENEVIEVE  SMITH,  Acting  Editor 
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By  TOM  CARMODY 


RETURN 


Romance 
Recaptured 


Charles  Dunnel,  and  his  wife,  Martha,  had  been  at  Lalte 
Tamos  for  three  weeks  now,  and  things  were  not  turning 
out  the  way  that  he  had  hoped  they  would.  Perhaps  he  had 
been  foolish  to  think  that  if  he  came  back  to  this  resort, 
even  after  so  many  years,  that  he  could  satisfy  the  yearning 
within  him.  A  dull  business  man  trying  to  resurrect  an  old 
romance,  that  was  all  it  amounted  to.  As  he  toyed  with 
his  dessert  his  eyes  wandered  around  the  noisy  dining  room; 
from  Martha,  so  cool  and  young  looking,  to  other 
tables  where  vacationing  families  laughed  and  chattered; 
past  the  corner  where  the  four  piece  band  was  tuning  up 
for  the  evening  dancing,  and  out  over  the  broad,  dim  ver- 
anda into  the  dusk  which  was  settling  over  the  lake;  and' 
back  again  to  Martha.  Always  back  to  Martha.  Martha  the 
poised,  the  beautiful;  the  stranger  who  had  been  his  wife  for 
nearly  ten  years. 

hie  felt  somehow  out  of  the  picture  when  he  looked  at 
Martha.  It  was  part  of  his  loneliness,  this  feeling  of  restraint 
which  was  between  them.  To  see  her  smooth  perfection 
made  him  conscious  of  his  thinning  hair  and  stooping 
shoulders.  For  several  years  he  had  felt  that  she  was  holding 
herself  aloof  from  him,  and  it  gave  Film  that  stodgy  feeling 


"Does  your  mother  know  you're  out?" 


which  was  increased  by  his  absorption  in  his  work.  He  was 
probably  exaggerating  his  feeling,  he  reflected.  It  wasn't 
really  that  way.  It  only  seemed  as  If  It  was.  After  all  he  had 
been  busy  making  a  living,  securing  himself  in  the  world, 
and  when  you're  doing  that  you  can't  take  time  to  worry 
about  your  looks,  or  bridge,  or  romance.  But  this  feeling  of 
isolation  had  been  growing  on  him,  and  for  his  own  satis- 
faction he  had  arranged  this  vacation.  It  was  his  first  in  five 
years;  he  had  planned  this  month  at  Lake  Tamos  because 
here  he  had  known  romance,  once,  ten  summers  before 
this,  before  marriage  and  the  business  world  had  stripped 
him  of  youth  and  Its  llghtheartedness. 

hie  pushed  aside  the  remains  of  his  meal  and  arose. 
"I  guess  I'll  go  for  a  walk,"  he  said.  "I  don't  think  I'll  be 
out  late,  but  there's  no  need  for  you  to  wait  up." 

"Oh,  I'll  probably  be  up.  The  Binleys  want  me  to  piay 
bridge  with  them."  She  called  after  him  as  he  left.  "You  d 
better  take  a  sweater,  dear.    It'll  be  chilly  later." 

As  he  followed  the  well  worn  trail  along  the  lake  shore,  he 
continued  in  a  funk.  The  path  led  through  a  grove  of  trees 
up  the  slope  of  a  little  bluff  which  overlooked  the  lake,  hie 
passed  through  the  shadows  of  the  trees,  and  came  out 
into  a  glade  above  the  still  waters.  Across  the  lake  lights 
gleamed  against  the  black  background  of  trees  and  low 
hanging  clouds,  and  reflected  in  the  water.  This  spot  held 
memories  for  him,  and  now  he  felt  them  acutely;  the  thrills 
and  sweetness  of  that  breathtaking  week,  those  long  years 
ago;  that  night  of  beauty,  so  like  this  night;  the  madcap 
couple,  reveling  In  the  glory  of  their  new  love,  hie  had  been 
"Chuck  "  then,  carefree,  susceptible,  young;  she  was  a  vision 
of  delight,  a  bright-eyed,  smiling  angel,  dancing  along  be- 
side him  in  the  night,  heedless  of  the  dew  which  stained 
her  slippers.  They  had  come  to  this  spot,  where  now  he 
stood  alone;  together  they  had  stood  and  waited  for  the 
moon  to  show  over  the  low  piled  clouds  In  the  east,  she  in 
his  arms.  The  strains  of  the  orchestra  had  come  to  them 
from  the  distance  that  night,  just  as  they  were  coming  now, 
blending  with  the  high  pitched  trilling  of  the  crickets. 

\-\e  remembered  the  vow  they  had  made  that  night,  to 
return  and  recapture  the  rapture  of  that  moment.  Many 
times  he  had  recalled  that  pledge,  and  had  dreamt  of  ful- 
filling It.  He  had  often  wondered  If  she  remembered,  and  If 
she  ever  dreamt  of  coming  back.  He  had  had  some  silly 
notion  about  it  when  he  had  arranged  to  have  his  first  long 
vacation  up  here  this  month.  He  wondered  If  he  would  ever 
think  of  it  after  this  night,  which  was  so  like  that  other.  Alf 
at  once  he  realized  that  he  was  no  longer  alone  on  the 
bluff.  Somehow  he  was  not  surprised  to  see  her. 

"The  moon  will  be  up  any  minute.  Chuck,"  she  whispered. 

"Martha  ..." 
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THE  NATIONAL  JOY  SMOKE! 


PURPLE     PARROT 


By  KARIN  WALSH 

The  Story,  The  Cast 
—The  Show 


You  bet  ifs  GOOD  NEWS.  It's  GOOD  NEWS  in  more 
ways  than  one. 

Written  by  college  graduates  about  college  life,  and 
played  by  honest-to-goodness  collegians,  the  1935  vehicle 
for  the  Waa-Mu  gang  is  getting  ready  to  write  another 
bright  chapter  in  the  already  successful  history  of  North- 
western musical  production.  The  Broadway  hit  by  Schwab 
and  DeSylva  opens  at  the  National  College  of  Education 
Auditorium  on  Tuesday  night,  March  19.  and  will  run  through 
to  Saturday  the  23rd. 

When  GOOD  NEWS  opened  at  the  Carlton  theater  in 
New  York  for  its  record  breaking  run  of  132  performances 
the  objection  of  critics  was  that  professional  actors  and  ac- 
tresses made  poor  college  students  on  the  stage.  When  the 
curtain  goes  up  on  the  Waa-Mu  production  of  this  hit,  the 
critics  will  find  a  cast  of  collegiate  characters  played  by 
bona-fide  Joe  Colleges  and  Betty  Coeds,  who  won't  be 
hampered  by  attempting  to  interpret  roles,  but  who  will 
just  have  to  be  themselves. 

Laurence  Schwab  who  wrote  the  script  with  B.  G.  DeSylva 
was  graduated  from  Harvard  university  and  wrote  such  hits 
as  "  Follow  Thru,"  "Take  a  Chance"  and  "The  Desert  Song" 
besides  GOOD  NEWS.  DeSylva,  a  son  of  Southern  Cali- 
fornia U,  besides  collaborating  with  Schwab  on  his  plays, 
has  also  written  for  the  movies  such  hits  as  "Sunny  Side  Up" 
and  "Flying  High." 

The  songs  were  written  by  Ray  Henderson  who  has  writ- 
ten hit  after  hit  and  sti'l  manages  to  stay  on  top.  The  tunes 
In  GOOD  NEWS  that  will  be  remembered  by  everyone 
include  'The  Varsity  Drag,"  "The  Best  Things  in  Life  are 
Free,"  "Lucky  in  Love"  and  the  title  song  "Good  News." 

Forsaking  the  custom  of  using  script  and  music  written 
by  student  talent,  because  it  failed  to  come  up  to  standard 
this  yecjr,  the  board  of  governors  dipped  into  the  mass  or 
professional  scores  and  chose  GOOD  NEWS  because  of  Its 
sensational  success  both  on  the  boards  and  In  the  films,  and 
because  of  its  adaptability  to  campus  performers.  After  all 
who  can  better  play  the  role  of  a  college  student  than  a 
college  student?  With  this  jump  on  the  Broadway  produc- 
tion the  show  will  probably  be  more  true  to  life  and  more 
natural  than  the  original  New  York  run.  It  has  been  pointed 
out  that  this  departure  from  custom  does  not  establish  a 
precedent,  and  that' In  future  years  the  script  used  will  be 
chosen  from  those  submitted  by  students  If  the  quality 
warrants   consideration.    But   at   any    rate    1935   will    see    a 


GOOD  NEWS 


1 


Waa-Mu  show  that  has  stood  the  most  critical  and  hardest 
of  all  tests — 132  performances  In  New  York  and  sensational 
runs  in  Chicago  and  other  large  cities  throughout  the  coun- 
try. The  original  script  will  be  used  with  no  "cuts"  whatever, 
and  several  special  numbers  will  be  written  in  to  best  utilize 
the  abundance  of  entertainers  found  on  campus. 

The  largest  dancing  unit  in  Waa-Mu  history,  under  the 
personal  direction  of  producer  Joe  Miller,  will  consist  of 
over  forty  people.  The  twenty  men  in  the  unit  are  taking  the 
part  of  the  Tate  football  team  and  they  will  be  featured  In 
several  intricate  dance  routines  with  the  show  girls. 

A  fitting  supplement  to  the  scintillating  music  and  vivid 
action  will  be  the  costumes  and  scenery.  In  fact  GOOD 
NEWS  will  present  a  show  within  a  show  by  featuring  the 
latest  and  best  in  sports  and  campus  clothes,  formals 
and  dress  suits,  all  of  which  holds  forth  the  promise  of  a 
fashion  show  par  excellence  throughout  the  three  acts.  The 
latest  and  loveliest  In  lounging  clothes  will  be  worn  by  the 
girls  in  the  big  sorority  house  number. 

The  men's  costumes  will  express  Ideal  masculinity  in  the 
football  outfits  and  bright  colored  sweatshirts  adorned  with 
the  "T"  of  dear  old  Tate.  Their  dress  suits  and  natty  sports 
clothes  will  outrival  Hollywood's  best  dressed  men;  and  yet 
their  practicality  will  suit  the  most  conservative  taste.  In 
even  the  plainest  terms,  the  costumes  In  this  year's  show 
will  be  a  striking  feature  and  will  have  appeal  to  a  varied 
audience.  In  most  cases  the  students  will  employ  their  own 
wardrobes  which  means  that  originality,  variety  and  per- 
sonality will  be  the  keynotes.  The  chorus  will  wear  especially 
designed  dancing  costumes  in  several  of  the  numbers  and 
the  last  word  in  beautiful  formal  dress  in  others  that  will 
more  than  delight  the  most  sophisticated.  To  see  the 
scenery  alone  will  be  worth  the  price  of  a  ticket.  Lavlsh- 
ness  In  color  and  marvelous  artistry  in  design,  combined  with 
unusual  lighting  will  be  an  exposition  in  itself.  Originality 
will  be  the  dominating  theme. 

There  are  to  be  15  scenes  in  3  acts.  These  must  be  set 
up  at  almost  breakneck  speed.  In  many  heavy  material  will 
be  used  which  makes  this  rapid  change  difficult  and  com- 
plicated, and  can  be  accomplished  only  by  a  competent 
and  highly  efficient  stage  crew.  According  to  Technical 
Director  Foster,  18  foot  flats  will  be  used  on  a  forty  foot 
stage,  which  Is  deeper  than  the  average. 

In  place  of  wagon  stages  used  in  last  year's  production 
there  will  be  several  scenes  In  which  a  scene  will  be  set 
within  a  scene.  That  Is,  two  scenes  must  be  built,  one  in  front 
of  the  other  so  that  when  the  one  in  front  has  been  used  it 
can  be  struck  quickly  1o  show  the  scene  behind  It.  This  is 
something  new  In  Waa-Mu  stagecraft  and  will  enable  the 
scenes  to  be  set  with  a  minimum  of  delay. 
(Continued  on  page   16) 


FEBRUARY,      1935 


IN  THE 
SPOTLIGHT 


•   f^'  1 


\^  'v'  .. 


,  *■% 


f^.x 


BETTY  STERBENZ,  WALLY  MERRILL,  and  the  chorus,  who  pause  before 
the  spotlight  to  give  us  a  bit  of  GOOD  NEWS. 


ZAIDA  HUTCHINS,  co-chair- 
man of  Waa-Mu,  who  is  putting 
the  show  across  —  from  behind 
the  scenes. 


BOB  SOMAN,  also  co-chair- 
man, whose  job  is  to  manage 
Zaida. 


PURPLE     PARROT 


If  You've  Ever 
Phoned  a  Sorority 
House  You'll 
Understand— 


The  other  day  I  saw  my  friend  Henry 
preparing  to  phone  a  sorority  girl.  I 
pleaded  with  him  to  stay  away  from 
the  infernal  machine,  but  he  was  stub- 
born and  paid  no  heed  to  me.  My 
forebodings  were  borne  out  almost 
Immediately  after  he  had  inserted  his 
nickel  and  the  operator  had  spoken 
the  two  fatal  words,  "number,  please." 


Henry:  I  want  Prospect  8437. 

Operator:  Oxford  8437? 

Henry:  No,  Prospect  8437. 

Operator:  Prospect  8437? 

Henry:  Quite  right. 

Operator:  What? 

Henry:  I  said  yes!  Yes!  I  want  Pros- 
pect 8437.  Will  you  be  kind  enough 
to  get  me  Prospect  8437!  And  please 
hurry;  I  have  to  go  to  bed  in  a  couple 
of  hours. 

Operator:  Don't  be  so  funny. 

Henry:  Madam,  I  was  never  more 
serious  In  my  life.  I  apologize  humbly. 
Now,  will  you  get  me  Prospect  8437? 

(In  answer  to  his  plea,  Henry  hears 
a  bell  ring  at  the  other  end  of  the  line, 
followed  by  a  click  as  the  receiver  is 
raised.) 

Voice:  (very  German)  Hallo.  Vat  iss 
It? 

Henry:  Hello,  Is  Peggy  there? 

Voice:  Vat? 

Henry:  Is  Peggy  there? 

Voice:  Yah. 

Henry:  May  I  speak  to  her,  please? 

Voice:  Who? 

Henry:  (yelling)  Peggy! 

Voice:    Ain't   no   vun    here    by   that 


NUMBER,  PLEASE 


Henry:  But  you  just  told  me — 
Voice:  Vat  number  you  vant,  mister? 

Henry:  Prospect  8437. 
Voice:  Veil,  diss  iss  Oxford  8437.    I 
tink  maybe  you  got  a  wrong  number. 

Henry:  I  wouldn't  be  at  all  surprised. 

Voice:  Huh? 

Henry:  (screaming)  Nuts!  (frantic- 
ally clawing  at  the  receiver  hook)  Op- 
erator! Operator! 

Operator:  Yes? 

Henry:  Listen,  Operator,  I  know  it's 
going  to  be  hard  work,  but  will  you  put 
everything  you've  got  Into  It  and  get 
me  Prospect  8437? 

Operator:  Say,  what's  the  joke, 
mister? 

Henry:  (grimly)  This  Is  no  joke. 
Madam,  this  is  earnest,  serious  busi- 
ness. I  want  Prospect  8437,  and  I  in- 
tend to  get  it  if  I  have  to  sue  the 
telephone  company. 

Operator:  Well,  there's  no  reason 
for  losing  your  temper.  Hold  the  line 
a  minute. 

(Another  bell  rings,  and  the  receiver 
is  lifted.) 

Female  voice:  Hello. 

Henry:  Hello,  Is  Peggy  there? 

Female:   Who? 

Henry:  Peggy? 

Female:  This  isn't  Peggy;  this  is  Jane. 

Henry:  (sweetly)  I'm  very  happy  to 
know  you,  Jane,  but  I'd  like  to  talk  to 
Peggy  If  you  don't  mind. 

Female:  Oh,  you  want  to  talk  to 
Peggy? 

Henry:  You  have  it  exactly  right — 
I  want  to  talk  to  Peggy. 

Female:  Just  hold  the  line  a  minute. 

Henry:  All  right. 

Female:  What? 

Henry:  I  said  all  right;  I'll  hold  the 
line. 

Female:  Oh. 

(30-second  pause) 

Female:  Say,  which  Peggy  did  you 
want  to  speak  to? 

Henry:  Peggy  Adams. 


Female:  Just  hold  the  line  and  I'll  see 
If  she's  in. 

Henry:  All  right. 

Female:  What  did  you  say? 

Henry:  Nothing!  I  didn't  say  any- 
thing.   I  just  coughed. 

Female:  Oh. 

(60-second  pause) 

Female:  Hello. 

Henry:  Hello,  Peggy? 

Female:  No,  this  Is  Jane. 

Henry:  (wearily)  Well,  what  seems 
to  be  the  difficulty? 

Female:  Who  shall  I  say  Is  calling? 

Henry:  Tell  her  it's  Henry  Miller,  and 
make  It  snappy,  please. 

Female:  Say,  what's  your  big  hurry? 

Henry:  I'm  In  no  hurry,  but  I  don't 
want  to  be  late  for  my  eight  o'clock 
class  tomorrow  morning  If  I  can  help  It. 

Female:  Oh,  yeah?  You  think  you're 
awfully  smart,  don't  you? 

Henry:  Not  any  more,  i  don't. 

(There  is  a  loud  bang  as  the  receiver 
is  slammed  down.  This  Is  followed  by 
a  pause  of  two  minutes.) 

Female:  Hello. 


you,    f^eggy.' 


Henry:    Hello,    Is    thi 
Say,  I 

Female:  (in  a  nasty  tone)  No,  this 
isn't  Peggy!  Peggy  can't  come  to  the 
phone.  Is  there  any  message? 

Henry:  (with  considerable  emotion) 
Message!  Message!  Yes,  there's  a 
message!  A  very  important  message! 
But  I  can't  say  it  over  the  phone! 

Female:  What  do  you  mean,  you 
can't  say  it  over  the  phone? 

Henry:  (oh,  so  sweetly)  Jane,  dear, 
darling,  listen  to  me.  I'm  coming  over 
to  your  house  now,  and  If  you're  still 
around  when  I  get  there,  I'm  going  to 
knock  all  your  pretty  teeth  out,  and 
then  I'm  going  to  beat  you  over  the 
head  for  a  long,  long  time.  Good-bye, 
Jane  dear.  (Muttering  to  himself,  he 
tears  the  receiver  loose  and  starts  out 
the  door.) 
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THE  SPRING  FASHION  STORY 


•  Blue  suits  are  in  every  chapter — Miss  Martha  Purnell  selected  a  tailored  sport  suit 
with  checked  skirt.  Her  accessories — a  nautical  bandana — a  turned  up  brinn  sailor  of 
licorice  straw  and  matching  bag — white  gloves. 

•  Blue  fox  graces  the  suit  selected  by  Miss  Rita  Pool— a  taffeta  hat  showing  the  for- 
ward plunged  line — gray  gloves  matching  the  collar — and  a  blue  planet  bag  complete 
her  ensemble. 
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A  GLIMPSE  OF 
THE  SPRING 
FASHION  SHOW- 
WITH  JOANN 


PREVUES 


Novelties  take  the  center  of  the  stage — not  only  in   styles 
fabrics  and  gadgets. 

Dark  Blue  is  making  its  annual  entrance,  but  plays  the  lead  this  time, 
appears  in  every  scene,  both  formal  and  informal  and  especially  in  Taffeta, 
which  he'd  a  minor  role  last  spring,  but  is  now  far  out  in  front — printed,  too. 
If  you  will   not  have  taffeta,    it  must  be  crepe   matelasse,    crinkled,    in    some 
subtle  design. 

Most  effective,  as  the  lights  reveal  wierd  accents,  is  the  costume  jewelry 
— French  copies — matching  clips,  buttons  and  buckles,  echoed  in  prints,  or 
startlingly  contrasted  to  the  new  high  colors. 

Sleeves  are  ever-changing,  and  re-appear  for  this  act  with  the  fullness 
almost  to  the  cuffs. 

hlonors  in  evening  fashion  are  equally  shared  between  chiffon,  lace, 
prints,  net,  and  satin.  It  is  a  distractive  1935  satin — with  such  a  sheen  that 
it  gleams  like  metal  cloth. 

Shoes  are  spectacular — all  attention  is  riveted  on  them.  They  come 
forth  in  a  surge  of  color — notably  all  shades  of  blue  to  match  any  costume. 

For  sportswear,  you  must  have  the  new  peasant  shoes,  with  ties  of  con- 
trasting colors.  You  will  find  them  at  JOSEPhi'S,  and  also  some  perfectly 
stunning  plaid  gingham  sandals.  For  dress  there  are  some  startling  lacquer 
crocheted  shoes — sandals — in  two  tones  of  almost  any  color. 

Invigorate  last  year's  dress  with  jaunty  accessories,  such  as  hat,  gloves, 
belt,  and  bag  of  chamois,    it  combines  with  any  shade. 

You  will  gasp  at  the  belts,  bags,  clips  and  buttons  of  either  cork  or 
raffia.  Any  piquant  dresser  may  boast  of  such  a  gay  addition  to  an  outfit. 

Don't  forget  that  queen's  lace  stocking  are  more  than  effective  in  dark 
blue. 

Every  glove  must  be  glorified  by  the  gauntlet  cuff — style  commandment. 

In  the  finale,  we  must  give  recognition  to  the  wave  of  knitting  which 
has  deluged  the  campus.  Pastel  tones  are  the  most  popular,  and  good  for 
all  year  round,  hiand  knitting  enhances  everything  and  everybody.  Is  this 
sophistication.  Ambassadors? 


by 

THE  AMBASSADORS 


#  Why  don't  you  Sophisticates  look  up  the  meaning  of 
the  word  and  see  if  that  is  what  you  really  want  to  be? 
Here's  what  Webster  says  of  the  word  Sophistication: 
"Adulterated,  falsified,  deprived  of  sinnpllcity  and  natural- 
ness." Take  a  look  around  you  and  see  where  the  campus 
activities  are  deprived  of  simplicity  and  naturalness.  North- 
western individuals  are  steadily  progressing  sideways  in  the 
rut  of  Sophistication.  Snap  out  of  It! 

#  These  formals!  You  all  said  you  had  a  good  time  at  the 
Prom  (a  few  honest  ones  said  no),  but  did  you?  We  mean, 
did  you  have  a  good  time  as  far  as  the  so-called  "party" 
was  concerned  .  .  .  aside  from  your  ride  home? 

Because  you  were  dressed  in  formal  attire,  was  it  Sophis- 
tication that  prompted  you  to  be  stilted  and  stiff?  Maybe 
the  parties  would  be  better  If  some  of  you  "wisles"  did 
act  In  the  liquid  sense  of  the  word. 

Why  this  antipathy  toward  stags — those  lads  who  relieve 
the  monotonous  monopoly?  All  one  sees  at  the  Prom  is 
gloomy  faces  and  a  general  state  of  not  knowing  what  to 
do.  Fun?  If  even  a  few  people  were  broadminded  enough 
to  exchange  dances,  there  would  be  a  little  more  punch 
and  pep  in  formals.    Think  it  over. 

A  class  gives  a  party  and  what  happens?  You  all 
go  in  doubles,  gather  in  clicks,  and  the  spirit  of  the  party 
Is  Ignored.  N.  U.  formals  are  no  different  from  an  ordinary 
date  at  the  Drake  or  Palmer  House — except  that  you  pay 
more  to  go  to  the  formal.  To  top  It  off,  all  you  get  for 
four  ducats  is  music  and  ice  water. 

Northwestern  formals  are  crepe-hangers'  delights  .  .  . 
similar  to  a  wake.  While  you're  at  It,  why  not  make  them 
Into  Irish  wakes,   and  have  fun? 

#  The  agent  of  Sophistication  Is  the  sorority.  Fostering  the 
spirit  of  adulterated  naturalness  was  the  case  of  one 
natural  "spark"  in  the  Slower  Slower  Mu  House.  This  girl 
refused  to  conform  to  the  rutted  Influence  her  sisters  would 
drape  upon  her.  She  attended  an  eastern  college  and 
believed  that  it  was  still  considered  permissible  to  act 
normal.  That  is,  she  was  enthusiastic,  exuberant,  carefree, 
and  spontaneous. 

Now  get  this,  you  glamorous  stereotypes.  This  martyr 
to  Northwestern  University's  lost  cause  .  .  .  naturalness 
.  .  .  was  brought  up  before  a  committee  and  told  to 
become  Sophisticated.  They  said  they  knew  she  was  from 
an  eastern  school,  and  they  were  willing  to  overlook  that, 
but  as  a  neophyte  she  was  expected  to  conform  to  the 
Sophistication   of  Slower  Slower  Mu. 

This  tommyrot  of  a  Mu  Mu  acting  like  this,  under  all 
conditions,  and  a  Pu  Pu  like  that,  are  the  very  underlying 
loose  timbers.  They  will  soon  be  dressing  In  uniforms  .  .  , 


Two  opposing  vie' 
the  AMBASSADC 
and   the   DIPLOl 


YOU  SO 


a  dull  gray  for  a  dull  girl.  Well,  perhaps  that  Is  the  means 
of  the  co-eds  for  staying  on  the  straight  and  narrow  .  .  . 
the  narrow,  anyway. 

In  her  own  little  world,  the  co-ed  moves  blithely  without 
naturalness  and  without  living  a  real  life.  She  exists  as 
someone  she  unknowingly  attempts  to  emulate.  In  speech, 
mannerisms,  and  dress  she  has  become  a  sticky  Sophisticate, 
not  giving  to  life,  not  taking  from  life.  Individuality  Is 
quickly  submerged  In  Mu  Mu,  and  Mu  Mu  Itself  Is  en- 
trenched in  an  unaltered  rut.  All  Is  group  consciousness. 
All  is  damned  .  .  .  but  only  quietly.  She  is  moving  and 
acting,  but  by  the  fading  campus  spirit.  Her  poise  is 
stilted,  her  actions  static,  and  her  expression  stereotyped. 
Mu  Mu  made  her  what  she  Is  not.  Years  ago  Mu  Mu 
was  founded  with  a  lofty  regard  for  individualism  and 
freedom.  Mu  Mu  stretched  her  arms  to  afford  back- 
ground for  her  in  society.  Today,  her  sisters  plaster  her 
sorority  with  Sophistication  and  her  sorority  in  turn,  buries 
her  in  that  despair. 

#  Thus  Is  fostered  the  unrealness  portrayed  in  the  axiom, 
"You  can  tell  a  co-ed,  but  you  can't  tell  her  much"  .  .  . 
much  about  being  alive.  She  talks  in  stereotyped  non- 
sense, profusely  resplendent  with  colleglate-worn  words. 
Her  lips  are  poised  in  purposeful  pouting,  awaiting  a 
request  to  speak,  for  the  spark  of  initiative  burns  but 
dimly  in  her  everyday  conversations.  It's  dead — it's  boring. 
And  she  inflicts  her  boredom  on  eager  sponges,  similar 
shallow  reservoirs  who  phone  her — whom  she  tags,  "a  damn 
good  date." 

She  dresses  as  the  group  dictates,  wearing  high  heels 
and  gayly  matched  colors  to  catch  the  classroom  male 
eye,  then  coyly  avoids  It,  or  worse  still,  mutters  drably, 
"Oh,  hello,"  and  on  she  moves.  As  the  fierce  winds  slap 
her  loose  skirt,  an  un'buttoned  coat  reveals  a  new  dress. 
But  she  only  shivers  and  looks  straight  ahead  .  .  .  ahead 
towards  the  library  where  a  half  hour's  social  spree  robs 
her  study  time. 

Inside  at  a  table  she  awaits  a  date.  She  powders  occa- 
sionally— reads  a  bit.  At  last  someone  stops.  "I  really 
should  study  .  .  ."  But  then  with  a  plop  her  one  book  Is 
closed,  her  purse  Is  stacked,  and  outside  again  she  puffs 
a  cigarette.  Little  studying  has  been  accomplished  and  her 
line  tried  and  found  taut. 

#  Ah,  the  sporting  events.  What  unlimited  enthusiasm  is 
shown   by  the  cold   "what  a   lousy  team!"    people   at  the 

(Continued  on  page   18) 
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THE  DIPLOMAT 


•  There  are  two  things  in  this  world  that  are  always  taken 
for  granted:  that  the  man  shall  blanne  everything  on  the 
woman;  and  that  the  woman  shall  always  have  the  privilege 
of  having  the  last  word.  Since  the  Ambassadors  so  glibly 
exercised  their  male  perogative,  the  Diplomat  will  not  leave 
her  sister's  rights  unused. 

Living  up  to  historical  traditions,  we  will  also  accept 
the  male  definition  of  Sophistication,  although  at  the 
same  time  we  are  tempted  to  point  out  that  they  have 
used  only  that  part  of  the  definition  which  best  fits  their 
prejudiced  point  of  view.  And  for  the  moment,  casting 
aside  blind  loyalty  to  our  Alma  Mater,  we  will  accept  the 
fact  that  Northwestern  students  are  almost  insipid  in 
their   striving   for   sophistication. 

•  The  point  on  which  we  wish  to  take  issue  is  this:  "The 
agent  of  sophistication  is  the  sorority."  Notice  that  the 
Ambassadors  say,  "The  agent."  Their  position  might  have 
been  more  tenable  if  they  had  said,  "An  agent,"  but 
when  they  seek  to  blame  all  Insincerity,  all  unnaturalness, 
all  falsification  as  manifested  in  this  university  on  the 
sorority,  then  we  rise  in  self  defense.  The  Greeks  might 
have  had  a  name  for  it,  but  in  answer  to  this  position 
we  are  tempted  to  lapse  into  good  old  unadulterated 
English  slang  and  use  the  word  "hlooey!"  Their  point  of 
view  reminds  one  of  the  Republicans  who  blame  the  pres- 
ent social  chaos  on  Mr.  Roosevelt.  A  few  good  courses 
in  sociology  will  demonstrate  the  fact  that  no  complex 
social  situation — crime,  unemployment,  and  in  this  partic- 
ular case,  sophistication — can  be  explained  in  terms  of 
one  specific  cause.  Each  situation  must  be  viewed  in  terms 
of  its  broad  implications.  Since  I  am  not  writing  my  doc- 
tor's dissertation  at  this  time,  I  shan't  bore  the  readers  of 
a  collegiate  humor  magazine  with  a  sociological  explana- 
tion of  the  various  causes  of  the  present  day  trend  toward 
sophistication.  Instead,  I  shall  partially  close  my  eyes,  di- 
vest myself  of  all  the  meagre  gleanings  from  my  education, 
and  assume  the  prejudiced,  narrow  tactics  of  striking  back 
at  the  Ambassadors  on  their  own  terms.  We  will  turn  the 
tables — advocate  that  "The  agent  of  sophistication  is  the 
fraternity." 

•  You  men  pride  yourselves  on  the  fact  that  we  women 
are  what  you  want  us  to  be,  and  we  mildly  acquiesce.  We 
strive  to  please,  like  a  Maytag  washer,  a  Lucky  Strike  cig- 
arette, or  the  corner  grocery  store.  You  may  have  noticed 
that  the  girl  who  "gets  around"  is  the  so-called  sophisticate. 
The  girl  who  retains  her  naturalness,    her  simplicity  is   not 


the  "smoothie,"  the  "damn  good  date"  of  the  fraternity 
men.  She  spends  her  Fridays  and  Saturdays  at  the  library 
or  within  the  walls  of  a  darkened  room — darkened  so  that 
the  men  on  campus  might  think  she's  gone  out  and  then,  on 
the  basis  of  her  popularity,  ask  her  for  a  date.  Actually, 
there  are  men  who  refuse  to  date  a  girl  who  is  not  sought 
after  by  every  man  on  campus. 

Evidently,  on  the  basis  of  survival  of  the  fittest,  the 
sophisticate  has  outlived  and  outnumbered  her  more  naive 
sister,  hiave  you  ever  answered  the  phone  at  a  sorority 
house  and  been  asked  to  get  dear  old  Joe  Polooka  of  the 
Rah  Rah  hfouse  a  blind  date  for  Saturday  nite?  Well, 
this  is  what  he  asks  for — "A  smoothie — clever,  good  looking, 
nice  dresser."  Do  you  find  any  crying  plea  for  naturalness 
in  that  request?  hfave  you  seen  the  rushing  recommenda- 
tions sent  in  to  sororities  by  fraternity  men?  Here  is  a 
typical  one:  'Betty  Boop  Is  a  smooth  dresser,  a  smooth 
looker,  and  a  smooth  dancer."  Even  If  you  read  between 
the  lines  there  is  little  evidence  of  a  consuming  desire,  a 
great  urge  for  the  natural.  You  ask  for  it.  We  try  to  give 
you  what  you  want!  Occasionally,  we  are  even  willing  to 
go  to  such  extremes  as  to  condemn  our  sisters  in  Slower 
Slower  Mu  for  attempting  to  act  naturally,  after  fraternity 
men  have  raised  bewildered  eye-brows  and  questioning 
voices  in  condemnation. 

•  Oh,  yes — and  on  the  question  of  the  seeming  emphasis 
of  social  activities  and  scholastic  achievement.  My  memory 
may  be  a  bit  dull  on  the  point,  but  it  seems  that  sororities 
always  maintain  a  much  higher  average  than  fraternities, 
and  their  initiations  requirements  are  higher.  One  wonders 
also  who  the  campus  co-ed  uses  as  her  conversational 
target  at  the  library.  Could  it  be  a  man?  Granted  we 
could  all  be  practically  devoured  by  the  great  urge  to 
learn  and  run  around  sporting  Phi  Rite  keys  on  the  cam- 
pus— but  then  the  Junior  Prom  would  be  purely  a  stag 
affair.  Don't  we  deserve  some  credit  for  being  able  to 
combine  social  and  scholastic  life? 

You  condemn  us  also  on  our  dress.  Count  the  flat-heeled 
shoes,  the  last  winter's  coats,  the  sweaters  and  skirts  some- 
time when  you're  standing  in  front  of  U.  H.  Maybe  there 
are  a  few  of  us  sprinting  around  in  our  best — but  if  we 
don't  get  a  chance  to  wear  it  any  other  time,  can  you 
blame  us?  On  the  other  hand,  personally  I'm  getting  tired 
of  having  all  the  men  look  like  front  page  illustrations  from 
Esquire.  There  are  scarfs  of  a  color  other  than  yellow,  aren't 
there?  You  even  lack  the  distinction  of  being  stereotyped, 
my  deahs.    You  are  plain  monotonous. 

#  We'll   agree,    the   party   situation    is   awful,    intolerable, 

(Continued  on  page    18) 
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•  How  did  you  like  the  new  name?  We  thought  of  ANNE 
OF  GREEN  GABLES,  but  decided  it  was  too  crude.  Anv- 
hoo,  a  rose  by  any  other  name  would  still  have  thorns,  so 
settle  yourself  for  a  ripping  exposure,  and  stick  with  us. 

tHere's  an  old  one  on  JANE  WhHEELER,  but  Janie's 
still  the  same  girl  so  .  .  .  Well,  on  her  trip  to  the  famous 
state  institution  at  Elgin,  she  wore  a  bright  green  hat, 
and  sure  enough,  it  got  publicity  for  her.  In  fact,  one  of 
the  internes  remarked  that  all  the  nuts  were  not  Inside. 
Not  that  we  needed  to  publish  it! 

Then  there  was  DAVE  HYDE,  D.  U.  lady-killer  and 
intellectual,  who  went  to  David  Copperfleld  and  asked 
his  neighbor,  did  he  know  who  was  playing  the  part  of 
Mr.  Pickwick! 

Here's  something  about  Pi  Phi  POOLE  to  let  you  guys 
in  on  what  an  all  right  girl  Rita  is.  You  see,  by  the  time 
the  Prom  came  along,  JIM  CUNNINGHAM  had  spent 
all  his  money  on  WAKEMAN.  But  did  Rita  get  peeved? 
Absolutely  not!  She  borrowed  the  necessary  four  from 
her  sisters  and  on  that  fatal  Friday  appeared  to  announce 
to  her  public  that  she  hadn't  lost  her  hold  on  Jim. 

To  ED  WHALEN,  because  he  is  still  moaning  over  that 
beautiful  girl  he  met  with  friend  Duval,  we  give  her 
number — Greenleaf  9671.  But  before  all  you  dear  readers 
start  using  it,  consider  Whalen's  taste  in  women!  She's 
all  yours,   Ed. 

Of  course  it's  all  right  now,  because  Betty  is  wearing 
Harry's  pin  right  out  in  front  of  God  and  everybody,  but 
the  first  time  Auntie  saw  the  NEECE-MOORE  combination 
was  at  the  Charity  Ball  the  fourteenth  of  December — and 
during    Christmas   vacation,    Betty    broke    her   engagement 


EXPOSE 


with    the    boy    back    home.     Little    girl,    you' 
confidence   like  that! 


go   far   with 


Captain,  this  is  what  I  call  a  spanking  good  breeze. 


Incidentally,  now  that  Harry  '"Valentino"  Moore  is  out 
of  circulation,  have  you  heard  the  movement  afoot  by 
a  few  far-sighted  beauty  queens  to  promote  dating  be- 
tween N.  U.  women  and  Chicago  men — because  they're 
both  in  the  same  boat.  Auntie,  for  the  good  of  herself 
and  her  sisters,  hereby  appoints  BARBIE  BAKER  as  Com- 
mander-in-chief, to  make  negotiations  with  a  B.  M.  O.  C 
at  Chicago,  and  suggests  that  aforementioned  arrange- 
ments be  made  before  spring  formal  time. 

JEANNE  BERTIAUX  even  has  trouble  with  the  men  she 
double-dates,  and  here's  how  she  handles  them.  When 
one  called  her  for  a  date  she  said  sure,  she'd  go.  She'd 
meet  him  at  12:15  Saturday  night  in  front  of  University 
Hall.  At  12:30  the  poor  lad  wandered  over  to  the  Kappa 
House — but  Jeanne  was  long  since  gone.  Can't  you  dear 
boys  realize  it  takes  a  Chicago  man  or  CHUCK  APLEY 
to  get  Jeanne? 

And  how  does  GOMAN  eliminate  competition?  It's 
easy,  it  the  competition's  a  D.  U.  frosh.  You  see,  a  Pi  Phi 
(need  we  say  more)  suddenly  found  she  had  two  dates  in 
the  same  house  for  the  same  night,  and  with  the  tradi- 
tional lack  of  judgment,  she  broke  the  date  with  Bob 
Goman  and  kept  it  with  NORM  BOEMER.  Next  Monday 
all  the  brothers,  to  keep  fair  play  in  the  house,  got  Norm 
up  in  meeting  and  made  him  tell  everything  that  had 
happened  during  the  evening.  Did  you  make  him  tell  his 
line,   Bob? 

KATIE  FITZGERALD,  the  little  gal  who  left  the  Prom 
by  request,  spent  an  evening  at  the  Blackhawk  with  PUG 
RIEF,  Sig  Nu,  and  all  the  time  her  heart  was  beating  neath 
PARK  WRAY'S  own  Sigma  Nu  emblem.  Someone's  going 
for  a  ride,  and  the  boy's  all  say  it's  Katie. 

Leave  it  to  the  Awful  Phis  to  conjure  a  situation  like  this. 
At  a  recent  Phi  Beta  Pi  party  (you've  heard  of  McKinlock 
brawls),  MARGE  VAN  HORN  and  BETTY  CHAPMAN 
offered  their  dates  an  evening  at  the  French  Casino  if 
they'd  announce  their  engagements — which  they  did.  Well 
— have  you  ever  been  to  the  French  Casino? 

Here's  a  new  one!  A  stooge  tells  us  CELESTE  GIANA- 
KOPULOS  wants  to  be  in  EXPOSE!  But,  my  dear— we're 
censored. 
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By  AUNT  POLLY 

Pollyana,  With  a 
New  Name,  but 
Old  Stuff 

Our  smart  set — PHI  PSIS  to  you  —  get  the  gilded 
birdie  of  the  month  for  their  idea  of  a  good  time.  Like  a 
jolly  bit  of  old  England,  they  threw  a  hunting  party  —  near 
Antioch.    Of  course,  it  all  depends  on  what  you  hunt. 

Then  there's  ED  BARNETT,  susceptible  to  MARIE  KLOP- 
STEG  and  other  childhood  diseases,  who  said,  as  he  went 
to  the  infirmary,  "I  thought  I  was  in  love  and  had  smoke 
in  my  eyes  —  but  it  turned  out  to  be  the  measles." 

It's  a  habit  for  the  Phi  Gams  and  the  Kappas  to  an- 
nounce engagements  at  their  formals.  In  fact,  it's  a  new 
kind  of  practical  joke.  But  why  did  WALLY  CRUICE  and 
CAROLYN  BARR  bribe  the  orchestra  to  not  announce 
theirs? 

Now  we  understand  the  Youth  Movement.  The  after- 
noon of  the  Junior  Prom,  DAVE  LOTT  didn't  have  a  date. 
At  nine  o'clock  he  appeared  with  BETTY  KETChHAM. 
NANCY  LEWIS  had  already  forgotten  a  Lott  and  was 
there  with  BOB  MORRIS,  who  used  to  have  a  yen  for 
aforementioned  Betty.  Do  you  follow?  At  the  Post  Prom, 
Dave  appeared  with  ELLIE  DODGSON  of  the  D.  G.  house, 
and  during  the  evening  had  a  dance  with  Nancy.  Where 
did  he  go  for  dinner  Sunday?  Only  God  and  Davie  know, 
and  Davie  won't  tell. 

ChlET  JOHNSON,  Sig  Chi,  is  our  idea  of  a  handy  man. 
When  his  date  started  to  lose  her  slip  in  the  lobby  of  the 
Varsity  the  other  night,  he  told  her  to  "hold  on  tight  and 
run  like  hell  for  the  John!" 

JERRY  MILLER  is  still  looking  for  a  girl  that's  different. 
That  is,  a  girl  that's  different  enough  to  date  him. 

JANEY  MaclNTOSH  has  a  new  parlor  trick.  She  takes  all 
her  friends  down  to  a  joint  on  Halsted  street  to  see  the 
proprietor  eat  goldfish.  Imagine  her  surprise  when  he 
tossed  her  one  once!  The  only  thing  that  bothered  her,  so 
she  says,  was  the  tail.   What  a  tale! 

GIL  SMITH  at  the  D.  U.  club  has  finally  made  the  choice 
between  ANN  MASON,  of  Northwestern,  and  ANNIE 
MASON,  from  Wellesley.  It's  Annie,  now,  and  isn't  it  all 
such  a  queer  coincidence? 

PAUL  CARROLL  is  dating  at  Evanston  High  now.  We 
bet  she  won't  be  a  PI  PHI  when  she  comes  to  college. 

Yes,  It's  a  very  sad  situation  when  the  best  we  can  print 
on  D.  G.  SALLY  OWENS  is  that  little  game  she  tried  to 
pull  on  Phi  Gam  BOB  KOESTER  not  long  ago.  It  seems  that 
she  and  BOB  INNES  were  headed  for  the  Rendezvous  and 


ran  out  of  gas.  Sally  called  Koester,  and  asked  him  to  come 
and  get  her.  But  his  brothers  wouldn't  let  him.  They  thought 
it  would  be  more  fun  to  tease  him.  They  may  be  able  to 
control  Koester,  but  they  can't  keep  their  freshmen  from 
marrying. 

Funny  names  and  funny  faces  —  we  mean  BILL  SMITH  ■ — ■ 
always  appear  in  funny  places.  It's  JANICE  MAHER  now. 
But  CHUCK  KAISER ? 

There  are  some  things  some  people  just  can't  do.  For 
Instance,  JANE  KIVITS  wouldn't  take  a  blind  date  all  year 
long.  But  when  the  Theta  formal  came  along,  she  called  a 
D.  U.  who  sat  in  front  of  her  In  a  Spanish  class.  She  was  a 
little  surprised  the  next  day  to  find  that  he  had  his  pin  on 
another  gal.  So  she  asked  VIN  BONDERUD.  It  WOULD 
have  been  sorta  nice  to  have  led  the  right  wing  of  the  Junior 
Prom.  Then  when  someone  else  asked  her  to  the  Prom  (we 
couldn't  get  ALL  the  particulars),  wrecking  her  social  aspira- 
tions, she  broke  the  date  with  Bonderud  to  her  formal,  and 
asked — .    Mein  gott  un  himmell   You  figure  It  out! 

To  return  to  politics.  Aunt  Polly  heartily  approves  the 
YOUTH  MOVEMENT,  particularly  its  slogan:  "Nazi  Lottsie, 
Not  So  Hotsie,"  and  Its  theme  song,  "BLAME  IT  ON  MY 
YOUTH."  In  his  own  frank  way,  Dave  explained  to  us  the 
origin  of  his  new  party.  He  said  he'd  been  studying  about 
a  third  party  In  a  debate  class,  and  when  he  found  that  one 
was  not  only  possible,  but  probable,  he  thought,  "Hell,  why 
shouldn't  I  start  it?"    Well,  he  did. 

And  now,  success  to  GOOD  NEWS!    It  should  be  easy. 
If  they  forget  their  lines,  the  audience  can   prompt   'em. 
■ — Aunt  Polly  and  the  S.  S.  S. 
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GOOD  NEWS       (conwd) 

Both  indoor  and  outdoor  scenes  v/ill  be  employed.  All  are 
built,  painted  and  designed  by  the  stage  crew  under  the 
direction  of  Foster.  These  will  Include  a  scene  in  a  men's 
dormitory,  a  sorority  living  room  and  a  locker  room,  all  of 
which  will  be  in  the  latest  design  and  construction. 

The  scenery  will  be  shifted  by  a  crew  of  twenty  five  men 
under  the  direction  of  stage  manager  Warren  Wheeler. 

The  insistance  of  the  production  board  on  naturalness 
will  find  its  expression  in  more  places  than  in  the  cast  and 
locale  of  the  play.  When  the  script  called  for  a  broken  down 
ramshackle  car  the  stage  crew  went  out  and  got  one,  a  192  I 
job  which  is  as  broken  down  as  the  script  calls  for  if  not 
more.  The  excitement  already  caused  by  this  relic  puts  it 
in  the  same  class  as  the  elephants  of  "Aida"  and  the  horses 
of  "Ben  hlur." 

Going  the  original  production  one  better,  the  Waa-Mu 
version  will  have  two  pianos  to  play  throughout  the  per- 
formance whereas  the  professional  version  had  only  one. 
The  piano  team  of  Bieler  and  Katz  will  also  play  with  the 
orchestra  and  fill  in  the  gaps  between  acts. 

Playing  the  part  of  "Connie,"  the  heroine,  is  Betty  Ster- 
benz,  who  graces  the  school  of  speech,  and  who  has  had  a 
wealth  of  experience  on  the  stage  which  ranges  from  danc- 
ing in  the  Chicago  Civic  Opera  ballet  to  playing  the  Insect 
Comedy  at  the  school  of  speech.  It  was  twenty-one  years 
ago  come  next  Valentine's  day  that  the  petite  star  of 
GOOD  NEWS  first  exercised  the  voice  that  won  for  her  a 
scholarship  at  the  Chicago  Musical  College  four  years  ago. 

As  "Connie,"  Betty  has  to  teach  Astronomy  to  the  hand- 
some football  captain  so  that  he  can  go  out  and  win  the 
game  for  dear  old  Tate.  And  a  good  job  of  it  she  does. 

Walter  Merrill,  who  hails  from  Wilmette,  is  the  hero  who 
besides  learning  his  astronomy  from  the  comely  Connie 
falls  in  love  with  her  and  wins  a  football  game  now  and  then 
in  the  meantime.  This  is  Walter's  first  year  in  a  Waa-Mu 
show. 

HHarriet  Walker,  the  fast  tapping  Delta  Gamma  from 
Nebraska,  parades  as  "Babe  O'riay"  and  lends  comedy 
relief  when  she  isn't  dancing  as  only  she  can  dance.  While 
this  is  Harriet's  first  show  at  N.  U.  she  is  by  no  means  a 
beginner  having  played  with  a  road  company  for  several 
seasons. 

Towering  6'7"  in  his  stocking  feet  and  tipping  the  scales 
at  230  pounds  is  Ballard  Bradley,  Jr.,  who  lives  up  to  his 
name  os  "Beef  Saunders";  Jackie  Wieland  is  "Patricia 
Bingharn,"  the  gal  who  got  the  bright  idea  to  have  "Con- 
nie" tutor  "Tom"  so  he  could  pass  his  exam  and  play  foot- 
ball, but  who  was  outdone  in  her  planning  and  loses  a  per- 
fectly good  sweetheart. 

O'iher  principals  are:  Philip  Von  Ammon,  Bob  Brubaker. 
Gordon  Sargent,   Edward  Barsumian  and   Robert  Schott. 


Two   drunks   were    leaning    over   a    bar,    telling    intimate 
stories  of  their  life. 

"I  weighed  only  a  pound  when  I  was  born,"  said  one. 
"Only  a  pound!  Did  you  live?" 
"Did  I?  You  should  see  me  now!" 

— Gargoyle 


h^ere's    to    the    pictures    on    my    desk.    May   they    never 
meet.  — Owl 


Warden:    So   you    think   you    are    sane    now.    If   we    give 
you  your  liberty  will  you   leave   liquor  and  women   alone? 
Inmate:  I   sure  will. 
Warden:  You    better   stay   here.   You're   still   crazy. 


Mother:    "Sonny,    don't  use   such    bad   words." 

Sonny:   "Shakespeare   used   them." 

Mother:   "Well,   don't  play  with   him   anymore." 

— Exchange 


"Little  boy,  why  aren't  you  In  school?" 
"Hell,  lady,  I  ain't  but  three  years  old." 

— Yellow  Jacket 
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A  GOOD 
PIPE  TOBACCO    MUST   HAVE 

^oth  MILDNESS 
AND  FLAVOR! 


0. 


'F  COURSE,  you  want  mild  tobacco!  Every  pipe  smoker 
wants  mild  tobacco.  All  tobacco  companies  try  to  give  you  mild 
tobacco!  Mildness  is  necessary  for  comfort  in  smoking.  You 
won't  smoke  a  tobacco  that  is  not  mild.  A  tobacco  company 
would  soon  go  broke  if  it  did  not  produce  mild  tobacco. 

But  it's  Flavor  that  gives  the  pleasure.  Flavor  is  the  reason 
men  smoke  pipes.  It  is  flavor  that  makes  the  difference  in 
tobaccos. 

Good  flavor  is  not  so  easy  to  get.  Edgeworth  has  a  flavor  all 
its  own.  This  Flavor  is  so  good  that  many  pipe  smokers  have 
used  Edgeworth  for  twenty  years  and  more. 

The  Edgeworth  people  found  the  way  to  keep  Edgeworth 
tobacco  mild  and  keep  all  the  good  flavor  too.  Mildness  and 
Flavor  together,  that's  Edgeworth.  Try  a  15-cent  tin. 


Edgeworth  is  made  and  guaranteed  by  Larus  &  Bro.  Co.,  Tobacconists  since  1877,  Richmond,  Va. 


EDGEWORTH  HAS^a£S4 

MILDNESS  a^nkWOR 
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YOU  SOPHISTICATES  ic^nwd. 


The  Ambassadors 


games.  Why,  they  actually  clap  their  hands  when  It  gets 
a  little  exciting.  And  the  devil-may-care  college  spirited 
band  which  breaks  forth  in  soft  waltzes  by  Chopin  at 
basketball  games,  emphasizes  the  whims  of  the  Sophis- 
ticate. A  calamity!  Just  picture  it:  1,500  gay  students, 
free  for  the  moment  from  the  routine  of  studies  and  out 
for  a  relaxing,  good  social  time,  giving  vent  to  their  pent 
up  emotions  at  a  sporting  event  to  the  tune  of  a  classical 
solemnity.  At  the  last  Michigan  encounter,  two  or  three 
happy  iads  really  made  some  noise.  Were  they  given  dirty 
looks?  They  have  been  washing  ever  since.  Didn't  they 
know  that  showing  some  pep  and  spirit  at  such  a  dignified, 
formal  event  as  a  basketball  game  was  frowned  upon 
by  ThIE  people.  Acting  in  such  a  boisterous  manner  shows 
anything  but  Sophistication.  Northwestern  students  are 
Sophisticated,  you  know.  On  with  the  waltz! 


I  used  to  love  my  garden. 
But  now  my  love  is  dead; 
For  I  found  a  bachelor  buttc 
In  black-eyed  Susan's  bed. 


The  Diplomat 


-Carolinian 


lousy!  (That  last  to  live  up  to  the  limitations  imposed  by 
you  on  my  "co-edish"  vocabulary),  but  the  women  can't 
carry  on  that  Indictment  alone.  We  can't  bounce  in  to  the 
Prom  and  say,  "Oh,  Bill  dear,  there's  your  best  friend 
George,  let's  trade  a  dance  with  him!"  If  we  did,  what 
would  happen  to  that  familiar  male  ego?  That,  my  deahs, 
is  up  to  you.  It's  what  we  want,  for  there's  nothing  more 
gratifying  to  a  woman  than  the  attention  of  more  than 
one  man. 

It's  interesting  to  note  that  fraternity  men  are  seeking 
intelligent  conversation.  We  were  unaware  of  that  sudden 
and  drastic  change  in  their  point  of  view.  We  use  a  line 
in  self-defense — to  get  back  at  yours,  which  at  times  is  so 
gluttonous  and  gooie,  that  if  it  had  any  flavor,  it  would 
be  termed  jelly.  The  girl  who  talks  about  the  situation  be- 
tween Italy  and  Ethiopia  or  the  decision  of  the  Supreme 
Court  In  the  gold  clause  cases  would  be  slightly  out  of  place 
with  many  of  our  immature  college  men.  We  can  talk 
about  them,  and  we  do,  but  again  we  strive  to  please,  so 
we  save  all  of  our  Insipidness,  our  colorlessness,  our  vacuum- 
like nature  for  you.  We  probably  should  wear  a  uniform — 
"dull  gray  for  dull  girls — to  please  dull  men."  Did  it  ever 
dawn  on  you  that  our  sophistication  might  be  a  polite 
way  of  concealing  our  extreme  boredom? 


A  chiropractor  is  a  man  who  gets  paid  for  what  any  other 
lan  would  get  slapped  for. 

—Pel-Mel 


Preacher — Young  man  don't  you  know  you  will  ruin  your 
stomach  by  drinking? 

Inebriate — Oh,    tash    all    right;    it    won't    show    with    my 
coat  on. 

— Yellow  Jacket. 


'I   passed  your  house  yesterday.' 
'Thanks,   awfully." 


-The  Siwashe 


Diner:   "Waiter,    I   came  in  yesterday  for  a   steak." 
Waiter:  "Yes,  sir;  will  you  have  the  same  today?" 

I  might  as  well,  if  no  one  else  is  using  it. 

— Lehigh  Burr 


Dine 


'We 


After  the  Dance 
After  the  Show 

Make  your 
Rendezvous 


THE  PICCANINNY  BARBECUE 

1608  Chicago  Avenue 

The  Home  of  Delicious  Barbecued  Beef, 
Fork,      Ham,      Spareribs      and      Chicken 


Uni.  0616,  Wilmette  and  Winnetka  Phones  0619 
Highland  Park  Enterprise  2900 


^    .dp.      ^ 
Exclusive  Cleaners  and  Dyers 

1811  Benson  Avenue  Evanston,  111. 

CHICAGO  PHONE  ROGERS  P.4RK  4090 
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the  fashion  . 

the  hat  .  .  . 

the  tie    .   .  . 

the  top  coat 

the  suit  .   .  . 

the  shoes  .  . 

the  man  .   .  . 


top  to  toe 


(at  right)  last  fall  we  presented  rough  tweed  clothes  as  an 
innovation.  This  spring  finds  them  rougher,  tweedeyer  and 
generally  accepted  for  campus  and  country  wear. 

well  known  African  brown  air-flow  with  snap-brim  and  black 
band  which  has  enjoyed  popularity  for  several  seasons. 

red,  yellow  and  brown  plaid,  hand-woven  by  the  aboriginal 
savages  of  Santa  Fe,  New  Mexico  .  .  .  probably  the  first 
American  Indians  to  use  the  Scotch  plaid  design  .  .  .  (author). 

a  tobacco-brown  Lamb's  Club — see  Yale  Social  Register — 
model  with  four-inch  windov/  pane  checks.  The  buttons  are 
leather  and  the  yoke  back  with  Its  single  Inverted  plait  fits 
loosely  to  the  raglan  shoulder  giving  full-belted  wrap-around 
effect  to  the  waist  line. 

a  cocoa-brown  tweed  with  small  (one  by  three-quarters 
inches)  window  pane  check.  The  back  is  shirred  and  has  a 
center  plait  and  half-belt.  The  saddle-bag  pockets  are 
closed  with  button-down  flaps. 

brown,  v/ing-tip  buckskin. 

Gil  Smith — Delta  Upsilon.  Mavyman,  Sextant  Club,  eques- 
trian, gentleman,  smart. 


the  fashion  .  .  (at  left)  clothes,  slightly  miore  formal,  suitable  for  business, 
class  room  or  evening  wear  should  be  conservative  in  pro- 
portion to  the  age  of  the  wearer. 

the    hat    ....       horizon  blue  Berg  with  dark  blue  band. 

the  tie     ....       Plaid  in  three  shades  of  blue. 

the  top  coat  .  a  black  and  grey  diamond  y/eave  tweed.  The  narrow  notched 
laoe's,  the  change  pocket  and  wide  outline  seam  of  the 
Dockets  gives  it  an  air  of  distinction. 

the  suit  ....  a  double-breasted  herrinq-bone  pattern  in  banker's  grey 
with  semi-drape  shoulders  and  straight  trousers. 


the 


Jimmy    (Dirk)    Martin — Beta    Theta     Pi,    navyman,     Sextant, 
waterpoloer,  swagger,  picturesque  adventurer. 


the  clothes 


ay  be  seen  at  MacFarland's. 
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WAA-MU  BACKSTAGE 


Of  The  Peepers, 
By  The  Peepers, 
For  The  Peepers— 

HI-YA  morons: 

Well,  here  goes  this  stuff  again. 
There  is  a  faint  rumor  going  around 
this  school  that  Joseph  Miller  is  going 
to  fox  the  campus  with  another  little 
ditty  known  to  you  lugs  as  the  Waa- 
Moo  show.  Well,  you  know  Jo-Jo  has  to 
earn  his  salary  some  way  and  this  year 
he  is  making  an  attempt  to  put  on  a 
show  that  ran  for  several,  several  weeks 
in  Noo  Yawk  city.  The  name  of  this 
thing  is  "Goodt  Nooze"  but  it's  not  so 
goodt  and  that  ain't  any  news — there 
should  be  a  noose  around  the  throats  of 
some  of  the  peepul  in  the  cost,  how- 
ever. Since  this  show  ran  for  a  long 
time  in  the  east,  we  suppose  that  Mr. 
Miller  will  try  to  take  it  down  to  the 
Sfudabaker  theatre  again  this  summer 
for  another  one  of  what  you  Americans 
term  "a  complete  fizzle."  But  all  in  all, 
Joe  should  have  a  bunch  of  orchids 
thrown  at  him  for  the  tough  assignment 
he  has.  When  we  think  of  him  night 
after  night  having  to  sit  and  watch  a 
bunch  of  hottie's  legs  that  resemble 
anything  from  pool  tables  to  fire-plugs 
— we  certainly  think  he  is  "wattaman." 
We  went  down  to  see  the  practice  ses- 
sion the  other  eve  and  actually  saw 
one  good  pair  of  legs — on  a  chair  in 
the  Nor+hshore  lobby. 

We  most  graciously  present  to  Wal- 
ter "Two-Sex"  Merrill,  the  Sweetheart 
of  Sigma  Chi  —  the  "overfed,  under- 
slung  Australian  robin"  as  the  bird  of 
the  month.  "Walltur"  ought  to  feel 
right  at  home  when  they  put  this  show 
on  out  at  the  Kindergarten  school.  Mr. 
(?)  Merrill,  you  know,  has  the  number 
one  role  in  this  production.  It  seems 
that  Director  Miller  is  having  much 
trouble  In  getting  his  male  lead  to  walk 
across  the  stage  like  a  human  being. 
Too  much  Elgin  movement  in  the  rumble 


seat  seems  to  be  the  main  difficulty. 
Which  reminds  us  of  the  man  that 
bought  a  house  with  a  v/inding  stair- 
case so  his  watch  could  run  down.  Pul- 
leese,  Si! 

Now  about  this  pashy  looking  D.  G. 
neophyte,  Jackie  Wieland  of  the  Wie- 
land  cow  people,  who  seems  to  be  mar- 
ried to  a  Phi  Psi  named  Wieland,  too — 
strange  and  unfortunate  for  the  rest  of 
the  boys  on  campus  'cause  take  it  from 
the  old  boy  himself,  she  is  a  sweet, 
streamlined  bundle  for  anyone  to  go 
preacher  shopping  with.  It  seems  that 
Director  Miller  requested  that  she  put 
on  the  hug  with  Merrill — that  is,  Mer- 
rill is  to  smooch  her  in  the  first  act — • 
so  Walltur,  being  a  little  shy,  asked  her 
if  they  shouldn't  practice  before  Joe 
got  to  see  them — It  seems  that  we  have 
read  somewhere  in  the  newspapers  that 
jealous  husbands  have  shot  wive's  pests 
— which  is  a  good  idea  in  this  case. 

Then  there  is  the  story  of  Ballard 
Bradley,  the  sky-scraper  from  the  house 
of  Phi  Psi — he  plays  a  big  part  in  the 
show  but  they  are  also  thinking  of  giv- 
ing him  double  duty  and  letting  him 
use  his  height  to  put  signs  on  top  of 
buildings.  There  is  a  little  bird  that  told 
us  about  this  same  Mr.  Bradley  on  the 
navy  cruise  last  summer.  It  appears  that 
he  bought  himself  a  white  officer's  uni- 
form so  that  he  could  make  a  good  im- 
pression when  he  got  shore  leave.  He 
also  told  all  the  boys  that  he  was  a 
great  glider  taught  by  the  Germans — 
but  we've  heard  the  Phi  Psis  called 
something  else  than  gliders. 

It  seems  that  this  Harriet  Walker  of 
of  D.  Gamma  harem  gets  around — she 
likes  boys  that  can  dance — so  she  went 
to  the  Prom  with  Thomas  a  PhyDelt,  a 
party  at  Stubby  Leach's  with  Goman, 
a  D.you,  and  to  a  Dee  U  party  with 
Von  Ammon.  After  all  this,  she  decided 
that  the  boys  all  could  dance  like  they 
had  snowshoes  on.  Incidentally  she  must 
have  something   'cause  she   made  the 


great  Thomas  wait  from  8:30  till  after 
12  on  the  night  of  the  Prom — we  won- 
der how  Jimmy  liked  the  four  dollar 
cover  charge  for  the  night — of  two 
hours  with  his  date.  Vv'hat  is  that,  you 
United  Staters  say — Feesh? 

The  other  member  of  the  cast  that 
we  heard  about  is  Ed  Barsumian  — 
sounds  like  something  you  clean  sinks 
with  but  it  isn't,  he's  a  Phi  Delt  junior 
and  the  boys  at  that  house  say  he  does- 
'nt  know  half  the  brothers  or  what  the 
upstairs  in  the  house  looks  like  —  oh 
well,  it  takes  a  a  guy  sometime  to  meet 
all  the  members  of  the  Phi  Delts  since 
they  started  pledging  Salvation  armies 
each  year. 

Now  we  come  to  the  Waa-Moo  show 
bored — or  that  bunch  of  idiots  that  get 
good  jobs  because  they  know  some  big 
gun  and  make  their  committees  do  ail 
the  work. 

The  Production  managers  are  Clay 
Hoffer,  a  Gamma  Phie  that  doesn't 
hurt  the  eyes  and  Cameron  Duncan, 
who  believes  that  he  can't  graft  enough 
on  the  Syllabus  so  he  takes  this  job,  too. 
The  boys  call  Duncan  "Speed"  'cause 
it  takes  him  so  long  to  do  anything, 
which  seems  cute  of  both  the  boys  and 
Cam.  But  now  to  come  to  Miss  Hoffer, 
who  has  a  peach  of  a  "mother"  and 
"father"  and  also  a  shadow.  The  shad- 
ow is  none  other  than  "Mickey"  Rosen- 
heim, the  Human  leech.  Rosey  wanted 
to  lead  one  of  the  wings  at  the  Junior 
Graft  and  argued  with  Bonderud,  the 
'36  head  man,  to  put  another  wing  on 
the  grand  march — we  also  understand 
he  blabbed  so  long  over  the  radio  that 
the  Drake  bars  down  stairs  did  more 
business  while  he  was  on  than  they  have 
all  year.  But  we  don't  blame  Clay  for 
going  with  him — he's  the  treasurer  of 
the  Juniors. 

Bryant  Burton,  one  of  the  business 
managers  of  the  show,  had  a  contest 
with  his  gal  to  see  who  could  get  their 
names  on  the  front  pages  of  Phelps 
Johnston's  insipid  excuse  for  a  college 
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'COME  OUT,  FIDO 
-FRED  WON'T 


FIDO'S  no  man's  lool!  He  isn't  atraid 
ot  Fred's  teeth,  but  he  IS  leary  of  the 
heavy  tear-gas  that  puffs  out  of  Fred's 
never-cleaned  briar. 

They  tell  us  Fred  is  a  dog-lover,  but 
they  can't  tell  us  he's  a  pipe-lover  or  he'd 
groom  his  briar  now  and  then  and  switch 
to  a  pleasanter  tobacco.  Like  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh.  This  unusual  blend  of  friendly 
Kentucky  Burleys  has  trotted  to  the  front 
rank  in  popularity  because  it  really  IS 
milder,  cooler,  delightfully  fragrant.  Try 
a  tin  .  . .  and  hear  your  friends  yelp  for  joy  1 

Brown  &  Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucliy.  Dept.W-ji 


//'j   I  5  P— AND  IT'S  MILDER 


newspaper — such  an  inferiority  com- 
plex these  two  must  have  and  we  hope 
their  kids  all  have  hang  nails. 

Mary  Manley,  A-Phee  and  co-publi- 
city manager,  has  decided  she  wants 
to  drop  out  of  the  social  realm  and  be 
an  activity  gal — she  doesn't  want  to 
have  anything  to  do  with  men — we  are 
kinda  leary  about  who  decided  this — 
she  or  the  men — also  Mary,  old  kid,  you 
can  still  stay  in  the  social  world  and 
be  an  activity  gal  ?  !  ? 

Then  there  is  the  two  promotion 
managers,  Paul  "Shost-face"  Carroll, 
a  Fiji  something,  and  Sinny  Reis+erer, 
the  Delta  Gamma  Ni+e-club  bouncer — 
Paul  tried  to  explain  to  George  Oisen 
at  the  College  Inn  one  night  that  the 
Waa-Mu  show  wasn't  a  crying  cow  but 
Olsen  responded  by  saying  "Go  way — 
buddy" — Ginny  had  to  have  a  sub  date 
for  post  prom  dinners  at  the  sorors  huts 
on  Sunday  on  account  of  Rocky  was 
still  that  way  from  Friday — which  goes 
to  show  that  a  d.  g.  wIH  eat  anything 
and  with  anything. 

Did  you  all  know  that  they  call  Billy 
Randall,  a  publicity  man  for  the  show — 
"Bushes"  on  account  of  he  drove  his  car 
through  some  sorority  house  lawn  fix- 
tures one  night?  They  call  that  driving 
while  In  ...  oh  well. 

Bobby  Goman,  the  Waa-Moo  head, 
took  Maury  Clark's  date  away  from  him 
at  Stub  Leach's  party  the  other  nite 
and  was  Clark  peeved.  It  appears  that 
Goman  and  Dave  Hyde  are  also  bat- 
tling It  out  for  the  hand  of  Harriet 
Walker — but  she  always  gives  Bob  the 
one  with  the  bird  In  It — however,  a 
bird  in  the  hand  is  all  right  if  you've  got 
a  glove  on.  On  account  of  Goman  be- 
ing the  biggy,  two  of  his  frat  club  bros 
are  In  the  cast — Clark  and  VonAmmon 
— nice  fellows,  these  D.Uers. 

We  got  a  hot  tip  that  they  expect 
to  use  the  university  band  In  the  pit  for 
this  show — we  want  to  see  Bainum  have 
the  boys  form  "Welcome  Alumni"  In 
that  little  space — 

Well,  out  to  get  a  second  halo  'cause 
I've  got  a  date  with  an  angel  tonight — 
goombye  .  .  .  n. 

*      *      * 

(If  you  think  this  Is  terrible — attend 
one  of  Moody  Prior's  English  lectures). 


Absent  minded  dean  (knocking 
on  the  gates  of  St.  Peter.)  — 
"C'mon,  open  up  here  or  I'll  throw 
the   whole  fraternity   out." 

Burr 


Father — (to  daughter  coming  in 
at  3  a.  m. )  :  "Good  morning,  child 
of  Satan." 

Daughter  —  fsweetly)  :  "Good 
morning,  Father." 

— Scranton  Scratch 


We  found  out  what  they  mean 
by  college  bread.  It  is  a  combina- 
tion of  a  wad  of  dough,  plenty  of 
crust,  and  a  lot  of  crumbs  bunched 
together  for  a  good  loaf. 

— Puppet 


For  Your  Repairing 

Watches,  Clocks, 
Jewelry,  Optical 

LEE 
NELSON 

1626  Orrington  Ave. 
University  0461 


"It's  all  your  fault  I  flunked  that 
quiz.  You  remember  when  I 
asked  you  how  much  a  million  dol- 
lars was?" 

"Sure,   I  remember." 

"Well,  a  helluva  lot  isn't  the  an- 
swer." 

— Shine 


Professor:  I  will  not  begin  to- 
day's lecture  until  the  room  settles 
down. 

Voice  from  the  rear:  Go  home 
and  sleep  it  off,  old  man. 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay 


And  the  romance  is  over  when 
the  Harvard  student  discovers  a 
Yale  lock  on  his  girl's   door. 

— Cornell   Widow 
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if  Students  In  university  activities  who 
are  responsible  for  getting  out  printed 
matter  always  hail  it  as  "Good  News" 
to  learn  that  not  a  stone's  throw  away 
from  the  campus  is  a  complete  print- 
ing, publishing  and  engraving  estab^ 
lishment  with  a  personnel  qualified  and 
eager  to  take  over  much  of  the  un- 
accustomed detail  involved. 


LLOYD    HOLLISTER    INC. 

Printers  Pubtishers  Engravers 
1232  Central  Avenue 
W  ilmet  +  e  Illinois 


Say  You  Saw  It  in  fhe  Parrot 


Application 
Photographs 

We  have  designed  a 
unique  style  for  your 
application  pictures: 
right  size,  right  finish, 
reasonably  priced 


Eugene  L  Ray 

Officio/  Photographer  for 
Northwestern   University 

Studio:  1606  Chicago  Ave. :  Uni.  2238 


Dad:  "Lucille,  this  disappoints  me  terribly,  seeing 
you  smoke.      You're  no  daughter  of  mine.  " 

Lucille:  "That's  al!  right,  dad.  I  won't  tell  any- 
one." 


Little  Bo-Peep 

Is  losing  sleep 

Running  around  to  dances. 

Let  her  alone 

And  she'll  come  home 

A  victim  of  circumstances. 

— Sun  Dial 


"How  do  you  account  for  your  success  as  a  futur- 
istic painter'" 

"I  always  use  a  model  with  hiccups." 

— Kitty  Kat 


Delta:  Coming  home  last  night.  Bill  drove  65 
miles  an  hour. 

Gamma:  That  so?  What  had  you  quarreled 
about? 


My  boy  friend  likes  to  see  me  drink 

More  than  a  little  bit: 
Because  I  am  his  flame,  I  guess. 

He  wants  to  keep  me  lit. 

— Exchange 


He:    Father's    just    been    caught    by    the    cannibal 
chief. 

Big  Spud:  So  that's  what's  been  eating  the  old  man. 

— Dirge 


Upper:    "What    did    the    doctor    say    about    your 
heavy-breathing  ^ ' ' 

Lower:  "Oh.  he  said  he'd  put  a  stop  to  that." 


Solomon's   777th   Wife:    Do   you   really   love   me, 


Sol? 


Solomon:  You're  one  gal  in  a  thousand,  my  dear! 

— Kitty  Kat 


Professor  (to  class)  :  There's  a  young  man  in 
this  class  making  a  jackass  of  himself.  When  he  is 
finished.  I'll  start. 

— Old  Line 


Valet    (to  master)  :   "Sir,  your  car  is  at  the  door." 
Master:   "Yes,  I  hear  it  knocking." 

—Yowl 
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She:  Why  do  you  keep  all  the  old  magazines  lying 
around  your  room? 

He:   To  remind  me  to  go  to  the  dentist. 


Should  a  father  of  forty-five   marry   again? 
No,  that's  enough  children  for  any  man. 

— Yellow  Jacket 


"Papa,  what  is  the  person  called  who  brings  you 
in  contact  with  the  spirit  world?" 
"A  bartender,  my  boy." 

— Punch  Bowl 


"They  call   Mel   and   Mary   Lou   the    "rough   and 
ready'  couple." 
"Why?" 
"He's  rough,  she's  ready." 


DO    YOU    REQUIRE   A    BODIFORM,   A 
SENSATION,  A  VANITY  or  a  SNUGFIT 

-^^i  All-in-One  or  Girdle 

With  Garters  for  General  Wear, 
Without  for  Formal. 

Visit  the 

I    CORSET  SALON 

720'/2   Clark  Street,  Evanston 

C.  Dahlbye  Petersen 

University  1878 


The  Peasant  Oxford 

ORIGINATED  IN  KITZBUHEL 

(Austrian  Tyrol) 

Your  Education  Isn't  Complete 
'Til  You've  Seen  It 


(yosepkf 


oseph,  SALON  SHOES 

1629  ORRINGTON  AVE. 


When  I  asked  her  to  wed,   "Go  to  father,"  she  said. 
She  knew  that   I  knew  that  her  father  was  dead. 
She  knew  that  I  knew  what  a  life  he  had  led. 
She  knew  that  I  knew  what  she  meant  when  she  said, 
"Go  to  father!" 

— Lampoon 


Blind  Date:  My,  but  this  floor  is  slippery. 
Sig  Chi:    Floor,   hell!    I   shined   my  shoes,   if   that 
is  what  you  mean. 

— Pointer 


Once  there  was  a  Scotchman  who  was  so  close- 
that  he  got  his  face  slapped. 

—Owl 


"I  hear  you  were  out  golfing  with  the  college  champ 
this  afternoon,  Mame.  How  does  he  use  the  woods?" 
"Don't  know:   we  played  golf  all  the  time." 

— Penn  Punch  Bowl 


L  1  T  S  1  N  C  E  R 

Chicago's  Largest  Ford  >lgenc/ 

Make  This  Reliable  Dealer  Your 

Headquarters  for 

REPAIRS  -  OLD  AND  NEW  CARS 

24-HOUR  SERVICE 

91 3-925  W.  Jackson  Blvd.     HAYmarket  6565 

When  it's  GOOD  FOOD  and  plenty  of 
it  that  you   crave 

Joe's 
HUT 

Is  the  Place 
for  YOU! 

724  Clark 

Greenleaf  9490 

We  Deliver 
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Little  Boy — What  was  the  name  of  that  last  sta- 
tion we  passed,  Mother? 

Mother — I  don't  know.  Don't  bother  me,  I'm  read- 
ing a  story. 

Little   Boy — It's  too  bad   you   don't   know    'cause 
little  brother  got  off  there. 

— Log 


The  Dude:  Is  it  really  healthy  out  here? 
The  Cowboy:  Say.  they  had  to  shoot  a  couple  of 
fellows  to  start  a  cemetery. 


Being  alone  is  more  like  Hell, 
Than  mere  words  of  mine  could  ever  tell, 
Then  she  comes  along  to  break  the  spell. 
And  make  a  paradise  out  of  Hell. 

What  a  helluva  heaven  lies  in  her  kiss, 
What  a  heaven  of  hell  comes  with  lingering  bliss, 
But  the  hell  of  such  memories  appears  when  we  miss. 
Those  heavenly  dreams  which  she  brought  with  her 
kiss 


You  say   that   he's   a   draft   clerk   in   a   foreign   ex- 
change bank? 

Yeh,  he's  doorman. 

— Bun 


California  lumberman:  What  do  you  think  of  that 
stand  of  redwood  trees? 

Michigan  ditto:  Them?  I  thought  they  were  weeds! 


Child:   "God  gives  us  our  daily  bread,  doesn't  He, 
Mamma?" 

Mother:   "Yes,  dear." 

Child:  "And  Santa  brings  the  presents?" 

Mother:   "Yes,  dear." 

Child:  "And  the  stork  brings  the  babies?" 

Mother:    "Yes,   dear." 

Child:   "Then  tell  me,  mama,  just  what  is  the  use 
of  having  papa  hang  around?" 

— Kitty  Kat 


IF  YOU  KNOW  YOUR 
ONIONS  .  .  .  FOLLOW 
'EM  WITH  LIFE  SAVERS 


If  the  onion's  strength  is  your  weakness 
.  .  .  eat  Life  Savers  and  breathe  easy. 
Life  Savers  are  breath  saviors.  Keep  a 
roll  handy  .  .  .  and   keep  your  friends. 

IF      IT      HASN'T      A      HOLE.  ..IT      ISN'T     A      LIFE      SAVER 


REWARD 


Make  Us  Grin  and  You  Win 
a  Free  Box  of  Life  Savers 

•  Ye  Eds  of  the  Purple  Parrot  are  tired  of 
laughing  at  their  own  jokes.  We  want  to 
exercise  our  face  muscles  on  somebody 
else's  pet  wisecrack  for  a  while.  So  each 
month  we  are  going  to  offer  an  attractive 
box  of  assorted  Life  Savers  —  the  most 
popular  flavors  —  to  the  student  whose 
favorite  gag  makes  us  grin  the  hardest. 
Send  us  in  your  newest,  snappiest  "giggle 
getter"  now. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors 
of  this  publication  and  the  right  to  publish 
any  joke  is  reserved.  All  editors'  decisions 
will  be  regarded  as  final. 
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•  Roscoe  Turner  flew  from  London  to 
Australia —  11,323  miles  —  in  93  hours  and 
7  minutes!  When  questioned  about  his 
smoking,  Colonel  Turner  said: 

"A  speed  flyer  uses  up  energy  just  as  his 
motor  uses  *gas'  —  and  smoking  a  Camel 
gives  one  a  ^refill'  on  energy.  The  way  I 
notice  this  especially  is  that  after  smoking 
a  Camel  I  get  a  new  feeling  of  well-being 
and  vim.  Camels  never  upset  my  nerves. 


PHYSICAL  INSTRUC- 
TOR. Charles  Adams: 
"Smoking  a  Camel  quick- 
ly gives  me  a  sense  of 
renewed  vim.  I  enjoy  this 
'lift.'  Camels  never  inter- 
fere with  healthy  nerves. 


ARCHITECT.  W.  R. 

Ballard  reports  as  fol- 
lows: "Whenever  I  feel 
listless,  a  Camel  restores 
my  energy  And  I  also 
find  that  my  mind  is 
clearer. .  .  more  alert." 
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